
The ffijloryof 

Prince Come hither Francis. Francis My Lord. 
prince How long haft thou to feruc, Francis? 

Francis Forfooth fiue yecres, and as much as to 
Poines Francis, 

Francis Anone,anonefir. 

Prince Fine yecres, berlady alongleafe for the chucking 0 [ 
pewterjBuc Francis, dareft thou befo valiant, astoplaythe 
cowardwith thy indenture, and (hew itafairepaireofheeles 

andrunnefromit. 

Francis O Lord hr, Ilebefwornelrponall bookesinEng. 
land I could find in my heart, D 

Poines Francis, Francis Anon hr. 

Prme How old art thou, Franck? 

Francis Let me fce,about Michaelmas next I fhal be 
Poines Francis. 

Francis Anonelir,pray you ftay a little my Lord. 

P rince Nay but harke you Francis or thefugar thou gaueft 
Enc,t’was apeny worth, waft not? 

Francis OLord,l would ithad beenetwo. 

Prince I wilgiue thee forit, athoufandpound, askemee 
when thou wilt, and thou fhalt haueir, 

koines Francis. Francis Ahonc,anonc. 

Prsnces Anon zFrancisi No Francts, but to morrow Francis: 
Or Francts, on thurfeday or indeede Francis, when thou wilt: 
But Francis . 

Francis My L ord, 

prince Wiltrhourobbtbis leatherneierkin,criftallbuttonJ 
not*pated,agat ring, puke (locking, caddice garter, fmoothe 
tongue, Spamfhpowch? 

F rancts O Lord fir, who do you meane? 

Prince Why tijen your browne baftardis your onely 
drinkc:for looke you Francis, your white canuaife doubktwill 
ftdley.In Barbary fir.it cannot come to fonmeh. 

Francts What fir? Tomes Francis. 

Trince Away yourogue,doft thounotbearethemcall? 
qj: t Weere they both call him ,the drawer Hands amazed , not knots 
rehtch xrayto yoe. Enter \-ixtner. 

V*»/, What, ftandft. thou ftib& heard fitch a callingdooke 
’ ■ ta« 
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to the thefts within.My Lord, old fir Iohn with halfe a dozen 
snore are at the doorc,fhall I let them in? 

Priii. Let then alone a while, & then open the doorej Poines. 

Poines Anon, anon fir,- Enter poines. 

prinec Sirra, Falftalffe and the rede ofthethceues are at the 
doore,(ball we be merry? 

As merry as Cricketes.my lad, but harke yee, what cun- 
nin» match haueyou made'with this left of the Drawer? cotne, 
what’s the ilTue? 

Pm. I am now of all humors.that haue (hewed themfelues 
humors,(ince the old daies of goodman Adam, to the pupil 1 
ageofthisprcl'cnt twelueaclocke at midnight. Wlut’sa clock 
Francis? 

pr antis Anon, anon fir. 

Pm. That euer thisfellow fhould haue fewer words thena 
Parrat,&yet thefonne of a woman , His induftry is vp (laires 
and downeftaires,bis eloquence the parccll of a reckoning.I 
am not yet of Percies mind,the Ff otfpur of the North , he that 
kils mefome hxe or feuen dozen of Scotsat abredkfaft,walhes 
his handes,& fayes to his wife,Fie vpon this quiet life, I want ’ 
Worke.O my fweet Flarry, fayes fhclhow many haft thou kild 
today’Giue my Roane horfeadrench(faies he) and anfwers, 
fomefourtecne,an hourc after :a trifle,* trifle. Ipretheecallin - 
FalftaftFe.lle play Percy , and that damndc Brawne (hall play 
Dame Mortimer his wife, Rittoizks the drunkard: cal in Ribs, 
call in Tallow. 

Enter Falsialffe. 

Poines Welcome Iacke,where hall thou beene? 

Fal.K plague ofal cowards I fay, and a vengeance tGC^mar- 
ryand Amen : giuemeacupoffackboy .E’rel lead this life 
long, lie fowe neather(lockes,and mend them, and foote them 
too.Aplague of all cowards, Giuemeacupof lacke^roguejis 
there no vertue extant? be drinkttb. 

c Prim Didft thou neuer fee Titan kitTeadiftiofbutter, piti-" 
full harted T itaii that melted at thefweetc tale of the funneiif 
thou didil, then behold that compound. 
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